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Towards sunset we left the mission to see the Crown
Prince with our letters. He came down from his cave
opposite his Secretary's, and we met him in the valley road.
Ragged soldiers pressed against his bodyguard, shrieking
" Abyet ! Abyet ! " showing their wounds, shouting for
money and cartridges. The bodyguard fiercely beat them
off: part of the crowd at the causeway side still cried
" Li-li-li-li " in respect for the son of Lion of Judah as he
passed, riding slowly on a mule, very young, very worried.

With a courtesy that amazed us, for they were dealing
blows on either side, the guard made way for us up to the
Prince's stirrup.

He smiled, stooped to greet us, offered us two riding
horses. Even at this moment of rout the ruling house of
Ethiopia was dignified, kind, and remembered little things.

The boy on whom the responsibility for Dessye fell was
only eighteen. We rode up behind him to the caves of his
secretary.

As he dismounted the broken soldiers shouted all the
more loudly for food, arms, money, permits, anything
worth shouting for. They tried to press into the cave. He
looked terribly harassed as he spoke to the Balambaras,
turned to us, told us that we must go back at once to
Addis Ababa.

We asked if we could accompany him, but he refused.
" You must go back at once" he said.

We rode back across the wide Dessye market-place,
pitted with bomb-holes. A solitary figure in khaki, rather
stout and red, came running out of a tukuL It was
de Norman, last of the Belgians ... he stopped us. ...
"Take me away this evening," he said in a low voice,
" save my life !

" Last night the Wollos fired into my house . . . the
whole town will be sacked to-night . . . they have already
killed people . . . Us coups de fusil, les cris hier soir . . .
c'etait terrible ! "

The people of Dessye, those who had property, were
hurrying out to the south as we talked. Night fell, and the
cup of the hills echoed with desultory rifle fire : one could
see brief flickers of flame among the trees.

No one dared light a fire that night except in the Gibbi,
which was ablaze at every window.